CHAPTER X

AN EMERGENCY EXIT

WITH my cafe au lait about a week later Old George
brought me a letter which Avaloff had consigned to
Themistocle for delivery. Already, at the sight of the writ-
ing, I felt a premonition of disaster. As I took the envelope,
I told myself that the news might after all be good : why
shouldn't it be good news ? Why shouldn't Avaloff be
writing to say that I was to meet him that very morning ?

Yet instinct was right: the message ran : "Just off.
No time to explain. Constantin Avaloff/5

All the Russian officers and soldiers in Constantinople
had been awakened at midnight and embarked before
dawn. They were now on their way up the Bosphorus:
and here was I an idle mummer, with three wasted weeks
behind me, and all to do again.

It was a bitter moment, though I was not as unfortunate
as I thought, for had I reached Tiflis my adventures
would not have been pleasant: I believe that poor Avaloff
was murdered there by the Bolsheviks.

I now committed Josephine to oblivion, and became a
Hungarian mechanic who had lost his job at the munition
factory near San Stefano. I grew a small turned-up
moustache, bought steel spectacles, a stained white waist-
coat which I decorated with a nickel-gilt watch-chain, a
pair of old elastic-sided boots, and a bowler hat, which I
wore askew, My nails were oily and my antecedents doubt-
ful, but I had a vicika (forged by a relative of Themistocle's
friend who had escaped to Russia) certifying that I was